Bregel smiled sourly.

"It may be Soviet, but it certainly isn't
a very usual one. We must look into it,
however."

Then began one of those highly unpleasant
conversations, in which people play with
terminology, in the full conviction that ter-
minology can define reality. To cut it short,
I said:

"Pm not going to talk like this. If you
like I'll make you a report, but I warn you
it won't take less than three hours."

Bregel agreed to this. We sat down there
and then in the office, and locked ourselves
in, while I applied myself to the desperate
task of putting into words the impressions,
conceptions, doubts and experiments accumu-
lated during the period of five years. It seemed
to me that I was speaking eloquently, finding
precise expression for extremely subtle ideas,
using the dissecting knife with bold caution
in spheres hitherto mysterious, throwing down
lines for the future, and for the difficulties
of the morrow. At any rate I was absolutely
sincere, sparing nobody's prejudices, and not
afraid to show that "theory" seemed to me
in certain of its aspects to have become both
ineffective and alien.

Dzhurinskaya listened to me with a joyful,
burning countenance, Bregel remained inscru-
table, and I did not worry my head over
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